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MADRID 

Marcia Kir stein ’62 

I 

El Meson de la Tortilla 
Donde beblamos el vino espanol 
Esta al lado de la Plaza. 

Soliamos ir en las frias noches 
Del invierno madrileno. 

Tomabamos unas copas en el cuartito detras. 

En las paredes, caricaturas. Los mozos en 

Trajes del siglo pasado nos Servian la tortilla 

Y a medianoche corriamos 

Por los corridores sombrios 

De la antigue Plaza, donde una favorita del rey 

Miro, de su propia butaca, a la Inquisicion. 

The tavern called Meson de la Tortilla 
Where we drank the Spanish wine 
Is at the side of the Plaza. 

We used to go there in the cold evenings 
Of the Madrilenian winter. 

We had a few drinks in the small back room. 

On the walls, caricatures. The waiters dressed 
In the clothes of the past century served us 
The tortills, and at midnight we ran 
Through the shadowy arcades of the Plaza 
Where, from a private box, a king's favorite 
Once watched the Inquisition. 

II 

En la escalera del metro 
El ciego vendedor de la suerte 
Guino el ojo y me di jo: 

— Buen dia, guapa. 

On the subway steps 
The blind seller of chance 
Winked his eye at me and said 
— Good day, pretty one. 

ALICANTE 

The sun beat down upon the shore 
As we ran by the sea and time 
Tan legs, blue sea and no one there 
It was a no man’s land. 

We lovers ran and ran, ’til I, 

Still drunk with noontime’s wine 

The moody thoughts no more could bear 

And fell laughing on the sand. 

FERIA 

Music! The painted horses strain 
The world is painted red and gold 
The golden ring is mine to hold 
And life is not in vain. 
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THE MOTIVATION 


Mary Deaton ’62 

Oh , I’ve found the fuel of all of Man’s fire , 

The absolute motive is not mine alone! 

I’ve found the chase from which none can retire , 

Everyone’s looking for love! 

Eve found the hunted mysterious harlot 
From whom no lusty soldier can turn. 

Bleating for corpses, dripping of scarlet. 

God. everyone’s looking for love. 

Eve found the bird’s egg in every youth’s pocket 
Eve seen his sister dingy in dung , 

All those wood dollies that he’s torn and smattered 
Lady, lad's only looking for love. 

Down in the dive drums beat of the drummer, 

Taking his acne out on the floor, 

Beating the morphine in a dead bloodstream ; 

Lie was once looking for love. 

I've seen the black hooded angels of mercy 
Flee from the life wing , fallen in flight, 

Feeding poor peoples, clinging to steeples, 

They’re even looking for love. 

There is an ice and a sugar unmelting : 

A He and a Her had a heartache, she won. 

Lady lies beaming, for somewhere he’s screaming; 

The classic is looking for love. 


SEA SONG 


Lori Vink ’65 

Fetch me a ruby, fresh from the sea 

Ell quiet the sea with my song 

Fling me the wind from the heart of a sky , 

Crimson and dark as my song. 

I sing of the deep winds 
that ride in the night 
I sing of the lands which 
lie far from my sight 
I cry with a voice from the 
throat of the night, 

Crimson and dark is my song. 

Show me the island 

That sends me my song 

Show me the dark head that made it 

Ell show you a dark head to which I belong 

Crimson as blood is the depth of my song, 

Crimson as blood is my song. 

Under the sea, under the sky 
Crimson and dark is my song! 
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WHAT IF I 


Judith Walsh *62 


What if I should call to you — 

Trapped in the breathless time between 
Sleep and aching ? 

What if I should say that in showing 
The fully brightened , un-eclipsed-for-once 
Sense of my life to me. 

In your leaving, you drew the dark shadows again 
Over my face? 

What if I am now bewildered 

After the chewed laurel, and the fire-smoked tearing eyes? 
Is not this the price , the oft-told, unbelieved tale 
That idiots hum in the morning air? 


WHEN TIME’S PALE LIGHT 


Nancy R. Burch *62 


When time's pale light melts into night* s oldest star , 
earth all around seems sweet as candle light. 

Slowly with a melting grace light falls 
on a mountains stream in its mad search 
for death on wind carved stone. 

I see the kiss and cry of Natures throat 
*till stilling night blinds my sight 
of unknown horrors there. 

The wonder of it all is never told, 

except in the shutter of a breath, 

and this I hide behind my trembling hand . 


DOUBLE FUNERAL 


Sue Bostwick 


What man has joined , let one put asunder. 

(bury them deep — their sorrow was great, 
worm turns to worm, as heart to heart.) 

What man has joined, let no men remember. 

( great though their sorrow, greater their sin, 
guilt is an acid that dines from within.) 

What man has joined, let earth slowly crumble. 

(and acid turns to mingle glowing with the dust, 
who sleeps in Hell knows the sleep of the just.) 

What man has joined, let none see dismembered. 

(bury them deep but heart to heart, 

what death has joined, let no God tear apart.) 
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Lori Vink '65 


I was conceived 
When I conceived 
I was a thought 
I thought a lie 
The shell I broke 
The thought I was 
Sealed over and 
Looked in from in 
Peered at what isn't 
But thought to he 


And quickly died 
Before it was. 

Inside the shell 

The dead thing struggled 
Had fantasies — 

The thing which wasn't 
Ran near itself: 

Itself can't see 
What isn't there. 


THOUGHTS 

Ginny Hoover '62 

You're asleep now. One of the ribbons on your pigtails has come untied 

and is hanging at a lop-sided angle against the pillow Funny, 

how small you look in that big four poster bed; so unlike the tomboy who 

raced me to the shore this afternoon. So unlike the brattish imp who abso- 
lutely refused to get off the extension while I held that very important phone 
conversation. 

My, how you’ve grown; No longer a baby now. You're almost a teen- 
ager (that's your fondest wish) and soon brash young men will shyly call 

and ask for your company. Not for a while though, I hope not 

for a while. Enjoy the freedom and ecstacy of childhood the 

breathless excitement of a game of tag, the wonder of a Christmas morn, and 

the anguish of a skinned knee. Honey, please don't grow up so fast. 

But oh, I know you will. Soon you will no longer run and dart about like a 
clumsy deer: soon you will lay aside the horse stories and the Nancy Drew 
mysteries for the enticing allure of formals, high heels and lipstick. In fact, 
I'm afraid we’ve already come to the lipstick phase; you didn’t get it all off 
either. You’d better get up early and use some of my cold cream before 
Mommy catches you. 

You're a funny kid typical and yet unique. One minute 

shouting “I hate, hate, hate you,” and the next moment shyly offering me 
a tired little bunch of daisies as a pseudo-peace treaty. 

Darling, you are compassion personified when a sparrow has a hurt wing; 
arrogance without equal in the backyard cowboy round-up. You are madden- 
ing, brattish, and utterly frustrating, but you’re my little sister and I love you 
very much. 
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The Green Ferris Wheel 

Arm Gatewood 


The green ferris wheel whirled round and round, winking in the black- 
ness, the wet, dark blackness. She felt nothing; she was a part of the whirling 
light that flashed grotesquely about her. Then she was a part of the ferris 
wheel. “When I reach the bottom," she thought, “I will be nothing." Down 
and down she spiraled. The bottom rushed up to her, and she was nothing. 

“Rhurrrrrrr," went the air hammer. “Rhurrrrrrrrr." She floated towards 
the surface. She felt herself rise upward to the amber-thick blueness that 
colored and distorted everything around her. She felt as though she couldn’t 
breathe. She began to panic. “I shall never have enough air to make it to 
the surface," she thought. I’ll drown!" She began to flail her arms and 
legs against the blueness that imprisoned her. She clawed her way against 
it, but she continued to rise at the same, maddeningly slow rate as before. 
“I’m going to die." She relaxed her body and floated out into the silken 
liquid. She stretched and let its languid fingers caress her. The surface still 
hung above her, but she didn’t care any more. She moved with the currents 
and idly brushed strands of hair from her face. “Dying is pleasant," she mused, 
“it’s not at all what you’re told. No rush of wings, no celestial music, no 
flash-back of your just-completed life." She inhaled deeply. 

“Rhurrrrrrr," insisted the air hammer. She choked and doubled up in 
a spasm of coughing. “Rhurrrrrr," the air hammer demanded. She broke 
the surface. 

Everything was yellow. For a moment it blinded her. She tried to turn 

her head, but she couldn’t. The liquid had solidified. “My God," she 

silently screamed, “they have buried me alive!" She tried to pound against the 
yellowness. “I’m not dead, I’m not dead," she pleaded, but it was hopeless. 
The yellowness bore down on her. She felt it wadded against her face. It 

stifled her. She heard a scream and she knew it was her own. 

“Rhurrrrr," droaned the air hammer. 

“Are you in pain?" a voice inquired somewhere in the, now-murky, 
yellowness. 

“Are you in pain?" she mimicked to herself. “Of course not, idiot, I’m 
dead!" But she tried to focus on the voice anyhow. Colors merged and grew 
sharp and merged again. She strained and squinted against the weird phan- 
toms that would not materialize for her. 

“Are you in pain?" the voice repeated. 

“Am I in pain," she puzzled, “now let me see." She struggled to piece 
out the meaning of the sentence and to form her own reply. “Am I in pain, 
am I in pain?" She made a tuneless little chant out of the words. The yellow- 
ness washed over her. She felt giddy and she wanted to giggle. A bubble of 
laughter rose in her throat, but it never burst into sound, for the yellowness 
covered her again and drew her down into its hot, moist depths. 

“Rhurrrrr, rhurrrrr, rhurrrrr." 
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Suddenly everything was in focus. The outlines were so sharp that they 
hurt her eyes. Everything was too clear; she felt too much. She began with 

her toes and tugged gently at each muscle. She inched her way up, and, at 

every successive tug, her fear mounted. Nothing responded! Now she forced 
herself to look at her body. A spider web of cords and metal tubes wound 
around her. Weights, pulling in every direction, loomed above her. ‘‘They're 
trying to torture me," she muttered through a rising surge of pain. “One 
more turn of the wheel and my arms will be torn from their sockets. I won- 
der if the bones will poke out?" She turned this problem over in her mind 
for an eternity. “They probably will," she decided, “because eventually the 
flesh would split under the strain." 

T he voice broke into her thoughts. “You have been in an automobile 
accident," it said. The voice now had a face. It was round, potato-like, 
with jet button eyes that glittered at her as though they were trying to rip 

her veil of privacy away. She instinctively disliked the face. 

“Of course I’ve been in an automobile accident," she fumed. “Don’t be 
a silly ass!" She drew up her face to stop the tears, but they escaped in spite 
of her efforts and ran in burning trails down her cheeks. 

“Rhurrrrr!" 

“Can't you make them stop the noise?" She spoke aloud for the first 
time. Her words had a lisp. It was then that she realized that she had no 
teeth. Fingers of agony clawed at her throat as she tried not to sob. She 
didn't want those glittering eyes to see her cry. “My teeth, my teeth," she 
moaned to herself. “How ugly I must be!" 

Potato Face shook her head. "They’re building a new addition to the 
hospital and they have to tear up the old pavement for the foundation. It’s 
almost noon. The noise will stop when they take their lunch break." Potato 
Face paused and stared at her. “Are you hungry, what would you like to eat?" 

“What can I have, applesauce?" she retorted. “I can’t chew you know." 

Potato Face made a weak attempt at laughter. She bared her teeth as 
a horse nighs, but her eyes remained expressionless. “You’re in very high 
spirits," she sniggered. “I shall have to tell the doctor that his patient is doing 
very nicely — a regular little spitfire." 

“Rhurrrrrrr." Potato Face left her with a rustle of starched cotton and 
a small "eek, eek" as her rubber-soled shoes caught against the tiled floor. 
Then there was blessed silence. 

Left to herself, she examined, as far as her eyes could rove, the room. 
It was yellow and it had a window and a table with glasses and bottles on it. 
There was a straight-backed chair with a leather-padded seat, which Potato 
Face had evidently been sitting in before she had regained consciousness be- 
cause there was still a U-shaped crease in the leather. There was a vase of 
flowers on the window sill and she became faintly aware of their sweet odor 
as it was strangely blended with the antiseptic smell of the room. There was 
a wash basin in the corner to her right, and above the basin hung a medicine 
cabinet with a mirrored front. She strained to see herself reflected in its 
depths, but it cast back only the window and the flowers, which were caught 
in a soft, golden glow of the drawn blinds against the early afternoon sun. 
Tears of frustration again beat against her closed eyelids. The weight on her 
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neck pulled heavier, the blinds banged against the sill as they were stirred by 
a stray breeze, the warm yellowness enveloped her and she slept. 

In her tortured dream they were drilling into her skull. The pain as 
they struck and splintered the bone made her scream again and again. A 
snake bit her somewhere and the numbing poison crept over her body. She 
boarded the green ferris wheel and she was nothing. 

The blinds were still banging softly against the frame of the open win- 
dow. The room was illuminated by a weak, green light, which filtered in 
from the partially opened door onto the corridor. She lay there and listened 
to the whispers of feet as they passed by her door. Occasionally, the head- 
lights from some passing automobile would crawl up her window sill and 
slither into her room and probe around the walls and ceilings and then slither 
out the window again, as though it had taken time out from its work to 
explore her room, but had been reminded by the sound of the engine that it 
had to race to catch up with the speeding car that glided along some mysterious 
street below her. One of the whispers of feet paused at her door and then 
entered her room. She caught an impression of white and blondness which 
was bronzed by the pale green light. There was a rustle and the bronze 
melted into blackness. The silhouette asked, “Are you in pain” The voice 
caressed her and she warmed to it as to a lover’s kiss. The silhouette became 
a shadow and moved over her; warm fingers brushed the hair back from her 
forehead. The shadow receded and she heard a tiny “eak, eak” as the nurse 
moved to the table. There was a discreet clink of glass and metal. The nurse 
was beside her again and there was a flash of silver against the soft green gloom. 

“The snake,” she thought drowsily. The venom pressed her down and 
the feet whispered away. 

“Rhurrrrrrr, rhurrrrrrr!” 

“I was just going to wake you for your breakfast.” 

“Well, I thought you were going to sleep all day,” said Potato Face. 

She woke with a jump that made her head throb. 

“God, no.” she thought. “She’s going to feed me. That brown potato 
skin will be right in my face. She will smell old and sterile as cellar earth, 
and the grit will fall into my mouth.” But she was helpless. She turned 
within herself and folded her arms beneath her face and sobbed in defeat. 

The jet button eyes glittered even more in the early morning sunshine. 
They commanded her. Obediently she opened her mouth. Nausea coursed 
through her body after it was over. She wanted to throw up, but she knew 
that she had to keep what she had eaten down, or Potato Face would make 
her eat more. 

I'm going to bathe you now,” Potato Face announced. “Then you'll 
be all comfy.” 

She wanted to laugh. It seemed impossible that Potato Face would ever 
use kittenish word like “comfy.” Potato Face moved to the medicine cabinet, 
the mirrored door swung back at her touch. The room whirled drunkenly 
in its reflected depths. As if by command, it stopped and froze when it 
reflected her bed. .She saw the weights and the casts and the pulleys, and then 
she saw herself. She screamed over and over and over. She couldn't stop. 
The green lights winked, the yellowness closed in, the blackness choked her. 

“Rhurrrrrrrrrrrrr,” went the air hammer. 
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JESUS SLEEPS ALL WINTER 


Mary Deaton ’62 


Run out in grey days and spit in the rain, 

Squirrels have died in their own hungry holes. 

China sticks gaze into cold empty bowls 
While our icy schooldays are caught in the drain. 

Call out your helper and count out your blessings, 
You millions of Jews who have died on his cross. 
Your children have given up weeping his loss, 

They're all complaining in delicatessens. 

Harlot Hungary has often been kissed and abandoned, 
All countries hang on some skirt-tail to please. 

She's about to get up from her knees, 

Suspects heaven’s skirt-tail is blessing at random. 

This world is screaming and tearing its hair, 

But Jesus just sleeps, all winter, like a bear. 


POEM 


Lon Vink ’65 


The ugly -soft word 
Shiny — free pearled 
Uncurled 

Caressed its snailed tail 
Yawned a shrimp yawn 
Flicked its lip 
In embryo wetness 
Horror to touch 
Hatching to feed. 


PEN S AMIENTO 


S. B. L. Nov. 18, 1961 


Por una noche, por una vida, 
Por solo un momento 
Ser querido, 

Vale todo. 
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Compleanos 

Marcia Kirstein *62 

Now it’s a year since our return 
And the end of youth’s sweet days. 

They say that one is really old 
When only of memories does he dream. 

Then old indeed I must be 
However young I seem. 


Knowledge 

Ginny Hoover *65 

One quiet day, we stood upon 
A windy hill 

And watched a field of daisies 
Sway to a silent song. 

You took my hand and raced me down that 
Wind-swept slope 
And 

Laughing at the sun, 

Who smiling led the clouds in play, 

I turned to you and cried : 

“We are young and free and shall 
always know the wonder of 
This day.** 

How quickly you laughed at my 
funny speech and said: 

“ You are too grave for one so young.** 

Age comes quickly 

And I stand watching our 

Time-tossed hill. 

The wind is cold and the 
sun quite wane. 

Twilight is coming and 
I realize that 

You know more than I. 


18 



To Finger Flowerpots 

Mary Deaton ' 62 


The Great Planner has misplanned ! 

He divined to keep the dead and the undead in different worlds 
That we could not foresee the corning one . 

But the young peer at the old in freak visions ; 

Separate worlds should have been provided 
T o finger flower pots. 

And we're to watch our shadows put Old Spice kits away 
For hairless , useless partners in the moldy years. 

Are we to snatch up our beach blankets, 

Watch brown legs dwindle into flesh-colored hose 
And clap our harmless gums and titter 
To finger flower pots ? 

God. God, where is the joy in still, crusty hands ? 

What creaky soul sparks another to its own? 

To replace the rapture of a steam-windowed car 
Well all be putting threads together 
And thrill to join our flaky cohorts 
To finger flower pots. 
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Scotty’s 
Pastry Shop 

806 William Street 
Phone ES 3-6117 


Compliments of 

W. 7 . Grant Company 

925 Caroline Street 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 


Tower 

Service Station 

AUTO ACCESSORY STORE 

1300 Jefferson Davis Blvd. 
Phone ES 3-8661 

Pick Up & Delivery Service 


Colonial Office 
Supply , Inc, 

OFFICE AND SCHOOL SUPPLIES 
GAMES-GIFTS-CARDS-PENS 

307 William Street 
Phone ESsex 3-6922 
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PEPSI COLA BOTTLING COMPANY 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 


Shelton & Truslow 

DRY CLEANERS 

1006 Caroline St. 

Phone ES 3-9293 


Compliments of 



TRAOI.MARK 


Bottling 

Co. 


It’s not just the Permanent 
Proper Hair Shaping 
Must Come First 

Marjorie’s 
Beauty Shoppe 


Fredericksburg, Virginia 
ESsex 3-6684 


In Ferry Farms 
At Randolph & Ferry Rds. 
ES 3-1043 
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T ivi-Lite Motel 

AAA 


on U. S. Route 1 — Alternate 
Friendliness and Cleanliness 
Range Supreme 

Individually Controlled Room Heat and Air Conditioning 
Adjoining Howard Johnson’s Restaurant 
Larry Barnes, Mgr. 


Rebel Bowl 

FINEST IN DUCK PIN BOWLING 
Corner of Jackson & Charlotte 
ES 3-6300 


I^LJCt JUFUtt 


314 B William Street 
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On The By-Pass 
AAA 


Fredericksburg, Virginia 

Superior 


YOUR HOME OF BETTER VAUES 


Leggett’s Dept . Store 

1008-1010 Caroline St. 

Phone ES 3-7980 


Fredericksburg, Virginia 


WOOLWORTH’S 


1001 CAROLINE ST. 
FREDERICKSBURG, VA. 
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VISITING 

WASHINGTON? 

STAY 
AT 

the £3 

STATLER HILTON 

AT LOW STUDENT RATES 

Enjoy beautifully appointed accommodations 
with radio and tv . . . smart restaurants . . . 
nightly dancing in the completely air-condi- 
tioned Statler Hilton. Student rates: $8, sin- 
gle— $7 per person (2 to a room)— $6 per per- 
son (3 to a room). ADVANCE RESERVATIONS 
REQUIRED. For reservations, write the student- 
relations representative at 

The STATLER HILTON 

16th STREET AT K. N.W 
WASHINGTON. D. C. 



Richardson 
Taxi Service 

Phone: ESsex 3-7575 
Office: 207 Lafayette Boulevard 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 
Specialize in long distance trips 


Compliments of 

Peoples Service 
Drug Store 

A COMPLETE DRUG STORE SERVICE 
924 Caroline St. Phone ES 3-7041 
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Cinderella 

Beauty Salon 

LILLIAN NEBELING 
Operators: 

Barnelle Bailey. Mary Lou Sheppard, 
Elsie Owens 
1004 Prince Edward St. 
Fredericksburg, Va. 

Phone: ES 3-7111 


Coral Court Motel 

RT. 1 BY-PASS 

Convenient to Howard Johnson’s 
Restaurant 

& Mary Washington College 
ESsex 3-5961 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Shannon School of Aeronautics ? Inc . 

FREDERICKSBURG, VA. 



Flight Instruction — Air Taxi — Snack Bar 
SHANNON AIRPORT - Phone ES 3-4431 


F redericksburg 
Country Club 

Rts. 17 & 2 
Compliments of 

MISS CORA MALCOLM, Mgr. 
ES 3-8781 


Princess Anne Ten Pin 

Nursery Facilities — Snack Bar 
Air Conditioned — Free Parking 
24 Automatic Pin Setters 

“Fredericksburg’s Bowling Show Place” 
1917 Princess Anne St. ESsex 3-1700 
Fredericksburg 
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Flowers for all Occasions 
Phone ESsex 3-6110 



Richard D. Ross, Owner 

324 William Street 
Fredericksburg, Va. 


Carolyn’s 
Beauty Salon 

Phone ES 3-8540 

814 William St. 
Fredericksburg, Va. 


Farmers & Merchants 

Compliments of 

State Bank 

Fredericksburg, Virginia Pitt’s Theaters 

FULL SERVICE BANK 

Member F.D.I.C. FREDERICKSBURG. VA. 

Member Federal Reserve System 
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Compliments of 


R & S Snack Bar 

Fountain Service 
Sandwiches 

Powhatan St. at the By-Pass 
Curb Service 


Howard Johnson's 

A Landmark for Hungry Americans 


The National Bank 
Of Fredericksburg 

Fredericksburg, Virginia 
“SECURITY & SERVICE SINCE 1865" 
Walk-In Windows — Drive-In Windows 
PARKING FACILITIES 
Member F.D.I.C. 


Compliments of 

Carleys 

“YOUR MADEMOISELLE STORE” 
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We Furnished Your 
Class Rings 


The Cellar Door 


Ulman’s 

Lifetime Jewelry 

903 Caroline Street 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 


LOBSTER TAILS, CHARCOAL 
STEAKS 

Bring Dates 

Charles and William Streets 
ES 3-1714 


By-Pass Cities Service 

Powhatan and Augustine Streets 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 
ESsex 3-9897 


Campus Photographs 

Q&lmif studios 

Phone ES 3-4567 

FREDERICKSBURG, VIRGINIA 
Corner William & Princess Anne 
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Sts. 
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